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wifty Shoots a Shadow

AY, Shorty.” says Swifty Joe,

“ ecasin’ himself in from the
gvm here the other afternoon
and nudgin® me in’ the

shoulders. “There it is again.”

“Eh?" says 1. still readin’ the sport-

in' notes In a four-star-complete final
evening extra.

“The shadow on the door,” goes on
Swifty.

“Oh, ves, so it 18, says 1, twistin’
my neck for a look at the ground-
giass pane that separates my fropt
office from the second-floor landin'.
“Byt what of it?"

“M—it ain't lucky,”
golemn.

“Ah, what dream book did you dig
that from,” saves 1. “Where do ¥you
£¢t all that stuff?”

“Well, it ain’'t, that's all,”" he in-
mists. “You can't tell what'll come
of it."

“Babh! gays 1.

All the same, I couldn’t help turnin’
for another look. It's the shadow of
a man's head and face; a side view,
sort of a silhouette. You could make
out the slouch hat pulled down over
the eyes and the chin lost in the coat
collar. I must admit it ain't cheer-
ful, even for a shadow.

“Spooky lookin',”" adds Swifty.

“But you know who is out there,”
1 tells him.

“Yeauh,” says he. “It's that sour-
facedl bird: Gloomy Gus, 1 calls him.
He's waitin 'for that little dame that
does typin’ in the Siebert offices on
the next floor.”

“Well, there you are,” says I. “"How
do you work up a jinx out of that?”

Swifty shakes his head. “A shadow
on tke door ain't lucky,” he grum-
bles. “I've allus heard that.”

And he's an expert on the rules of
luck, good and bad. Swifty is
Knowsg 'em all, from what happens if
you lace up the right shoe first, to
the awful fate thatll swamp you if
you forget (g) cross your fingers and
spit when You pass a cross-eyed
party.

*Oh, come!” says I. “This has been
going on nearly every night for a
monlh now, and neither of us has
been hit by a taxi or held up by a
yegg or anylhing like that.”

“Huh!" says Swifty. “Wasn't 1
short-changed on the subway yester-
day, and didn't 1 break my watch
erystal last week. QOught to take it
away, I tell you.”

“Well, that's simple,” savs 1. “Go
throw him down stairs and unscrew
the light bulb. Or you might e

“S-g-8h!” whispers Swifty,
“It—it's comin’ this way!”

Sure enough, the shadow has moved
and is outlined sharp on the glass,
as if the party had stepped across the
hallway. Then there comes this timid
knock.

*There!" gasps Swifty, turnin' pale
in the gills.

“Well, bring him in and let's =see
what he wants,” says 1. 3

“Not on your life,” says Swifty.
don’t let in no bad luck. Not me!”

“Then hide under the desk,” sayvs I,
“while I give him the hail. Come!"” 1
sings out.

And in steps this Gloomy Gus per-
son. It's a good name for him. He's
a slim, sallow-faced gink of about
thirty, I should guess, with Kkind of'a
hopeless sag to his shoulders and a
limp way of carryin’ his long hands
at his side. He has his coat collar
turned up to hide a collar that's over-
due at the laundry, and his old shoes
are soggy from the outside slush. A
regular down-and-out picture.

“Well, bo,” says I, “what’ll it be?"

For a second he stands there twitch-
in' his fingers nervous and tryin' to
swallow his throat apple before he
can get his conversation works un-
limbered. But when he does he hands
me a surprise.

“]—I1 beg pardon,” says he, speakin’
it soft and genteel, “but I was won-
dering if' you couldn't give me—er—
some sort of work to do?"

“Eh?" says I, starin’ at him. “Say,
that's a new one. Why, you'll be losin’
your--mmateur atandin" in the Pan-
handlers’ Union, won't you, askin' for
anything like that?” .

He only shrugs his shoulders life-
leas. “I—I may look like asbum,” says

says Swifty,

husky.

“y

“That would be one way of gettin’ it
off the door. wouldn't it?'
Which gets Swifty scratchin’

ear, thoughtful. Besides, he knows

. ‘“AR’%H ~
FranT,

he ain’t 80 much on tidvin' up. Course,
he makes a show of swishin' the
broom around every mornin’, but
mostly he brushes the dirt into the
corners or under the desk and lets it
stay there until the scrub lady pays
her regular Saturday afternoon call.

“If you want to buy off the hoodoo,”
he mumbles.

“Put it that way if vou like,” says 1.
“Yes, I think I'll give you a try, and

T'Il make it three dollars if you'll
do a thorough job. What's your
name?"

“Blair,”” says the seedy one. “Ben-
nett Blair.”

“All right, Bennett,” says 1. “Hand
him the broom, Swifty. That is, if he
wants to start in now.”

“I'm teady.” says he, shuckin' his
coat. “And I thank you very mucm
for the 0

“Bennett!” comes a voice from the
doorway. “You shall not!”

And when the three of us swings
around we see ‘this wispy little lady
in the neat blue serge suit and the
imitation fox furs'standin’ there with
her big gray eyes blazin' indignant.

“Well, who are you, miss " I asks.

“It doesn't matter in the least who
I am.” says she, “but you shall not
put Bennett to doing such work as

that!” :
“No?" says 1. “Why not, then?"'
“Because,”” says she, lifting' her

polinted chin defiant, ‘he—he’'s much
too fine fo rthat sort of thing.”

‘Oh, is he? says I.

“Indeed he s, sayvs she. “He's pers
feotly splendid. Bennett Blair is.
He's brilliant and talented and—and
a born gentleman. He's going to be
tnmoua. too, some day, and everybody
will—

“Now, Edith! breaks in
Blair. ’
“Li=tens interestin’” says I. “Why
notiet her go on and tell us all about
it? Come in, miss. agd we'll make a
reg'lar party of it. Swifty, get the
lady a chair. Better take one, Ben-

Please!”

nett. No? Very well. Stand if you
like. But if this trade of ours is go-

his

|

ALL THE SAME, I COULDN'T HELF

TURNIN’ FOR ANOTHER LOOK.
IT"S THE SHADOW OF A MAN'S
HEAD, SORT OF A SILHOVETTE.

college to prepare for it and then he
smdiged abroad, at Oxford and in
Paris. He's written half a dozen
plays, two of them In blank verse.”

“Must have drawn his royalties in
blank pay checks, too,” 1 suggests,
glancin’ at him.

“0Of course they haven't been pro-
duced,” she adds. “Some of them
were too original, too daring in con-

ception. Like the work of Lord Dun-
sany. dost of them, In fact, have
never 2en submitted to a manager.

Bennett simply wrote what he wanted
to write. That is, he did until his
mohey gave out. You see, he was left
quite a sum by his father, who. was &
college professor and had written
books on the drama. Not g large
amount, you know, but enough for
him to live on for a long time, or un-
tii he became famous. Bennett
trusted it all to a lawyer, however,
who was not honest. He lost it in
speculation, and one dsy Bennett
found himself with hardly a dollar
left.” : - : :

“Huh!” says 1. - “And he's been wan-
derin’ :.round in a dasze ever since,

as o :

“Certainly not,” says Miss Sheldon.
“He tried to get on the stage, in a
small part so that he could study the
technique of the drama at close range.
But he faliled at that. So he became
a stage carpenter. Then last summer,
when the thesters closed, he went
out to Wisconsin and worked as a
waiter in a country club. Think of
that!"”

“I'm tryin’ to,” says I.
of a waiter did you make, Bennett?"

“Rather a poor one,'" he admits.

“While he was there, though.” says
Miss Sheldon, “he got. the idea for
this perfectly corking comedy which
he has been trying to place this win-
ter. It's a satire on country club life,
and if you know what that is you
know that there's nothing funnjer—
the clique spirit, the snobbishness,
the petty rivalries between the may-
or's wife and the regal lady whose
husband owns the big department

store. Oh, it's all perfectly absurd
and delicious. It's intensely native,
too. Real American humor. And

Bennett saw every bit of it and put
it into ‘Dinner at Seven-Thirty.” Oh,
I hope you can Bee it some time.”
“Not much chance,” pnts in Bennett.
“But I know better,” insists Miss
SBheldon. “It's bound to be taken by
some one and put on. You see, Prof.
McCabe, he has had such a wretched
time trying to get his play read by
these stupid producers. For five
months he has been tramping around
town, being snubbed by offica boys.

walting for weeks for a decinion. and
finally getting his manuscript back

HONEST, HE LOOKS LIKE
HOUDINI, FIXED UP FOR ONE OF
HIS ACTS.

0,
he, “but really, I'm not. 1 just trkain' to e quashed I want to
a chance that perhaps you might have

some Kind of work that 1 could do.”

| details.
|

know the
Now, Miss—er *

“I am Miss Sheldon,” says she.

“Like fillin' ink wells or dustin’ the! “Thanks,” says I. “I'm Prof. Mec-
bric-a-brac, eh”" 1 suggests sarcastic Cabe, as you can see on the door.
#= | looks him up and down. Now we're all set to hear about why

He takes that without an eve flicker. | Bennett is oo good to sweep the

" #1 know I'm not very strong,” says he,  studio floor.
“Lut 1 could sweep or wash windows. | And say, in spite of all Bennett can
I didn't know but what vou'd like to do toward hushin’ her up we did get
liave me come in for an hour or so il Siraight from the shoulder. Ac-
about this time every day and—er— :cordin’ to Migs Sheldon this young

*on

viean things up.

=uch a meek, wistful look in them

gentle brown eyes of his, that 1 was

almost sorry I'd begun joshin® him. 1

glances inquirin® across to Swifty Joe.
Hut S8wifty is shakin’ his head ener-

1 etie.

. "W elly, Shanol-Sul Ll

1 wouldn't ask much
for it, say a couple of dollars 3 week.”
H#'s 80 earnest about it, and there's

rgent, whose back hair and shirt cuffs
!both needed trimmin’, is an unbudded

genlus.

“Pilano, or violin?” 1 asks,

But I'd made two wrong guesses.
Play writin® was his line,

“Yes,” says 1, " ‘most everybody who
has time writes one, whether they
know anything about it or not.”
“But Bennett does know,” she in-
ists, ‘He took & special course at

without its ever having been opened.
Naturally, he's discouraged.”

*I've good reason to be,” says Ben-
nett. “I'm a flat failure. That play
of mine can't be any good.”

“You see!” says she, turnin’ to me.
»“And 1 am positive that it is the best
American comedy ever written, I
typed it for him, and I've heen over it
so many times I almost know it by
heart. There are some perfectly
screaming situatlons in it. And such
clever lines!

“You're kind of intserested in Ben-
nett, I take It?" says L

“QOh, yes,” says she. “You see, we's,
engaged.” ;

*No, we're nol,” comes in Bennett:
“I've released you from that. If I
had made good 3

“But you're going to,” announces
| Miss Sheldon. I
| “He shakes his head gloomy. *“Did
vou get Siebert Lo read it today?” he
asks.

“]1 couldn't manage it,"” she admits.

‘““Then that's the last hope,” says
Bennett. “I might as well quit,”

“And sweep floors!” says she. “Oh,
Bennett!”

So It seems I'd stepped into this 1it-
tle romance of theirs just when it
was turnin’ into e tragedy. It ain't
much of a tale, at that. I could plece
the whole thing out from their side
remarks. It was a case of meeting
over the prunes and coffee in a cheap
boarding house, with him readin’ his
play to her one evenin' and she of-

“What k!ml‘]

By Sewell Ford

ferin' to copy it for him on the type-
writer. And I expect they got en-
thusiastic over one another, though
what either of 'em could see was a
mystery to me. Still, it generally is
& puzzle to the outsider. Course,
she’'s a bright little party, and sur-
prisin’ly full of pep; and if he was
spruced up a bit and could lift his
g?rirllroﬂ'thls’rhwlshbone -he might look

ent. em brown eye i
w.a.?.klnd of appealin’. AT

, L1m sorry, Edith,” says he, “but
Inl'! al’nié I'm just a plain failure.”
thirrl?n'&!at at f sthe'D it e Daey

rat, b -
i on't they, pro

“You can't prove it by me,” savs T

o;r?ucta!:au kll;tofw how it was in your
r, before you -
ceul:;r' ]iihelinsistl. A feapea suc

“Well.” 1 admits, “the night
up against Battling Cnaeiv f;rw:;:;
lightweight championship T was feel.
in' pretty low durin’ that hour's wait
in the dressin’' room while the pre-
liminaries was goin’ on. He had it
Over me every way—welght and
inches and reach. I was almost an
unknown, too. Why, the odds was
a8 high as 10 to 3 against me, and
when the gong struck for our first
round my knees was wabbly. After
I'd got heme my first punch, though,
it was different, and’ by the tenth
I was rushin’ him to the ropes and
nh‘akln my time to put him, out.”

‘There!” says Miss Sheldon. “That's
dalways the way. Washington had
his dark hours, ckens nearly
starved waiting to be recognized
Kipling couldn’t find any one who
would print his first “Barrack Room
Ballade' and published them at his
OWn expense, and Augustus Thomas—
well, I've forgotten just how many
managers refused his early plays.
As for this Siebert person, he's just
got to read your ‘Dinner at Seven-
Th'n-ty.' He shall do it tonight.”

:IBut-———" breaks in Bennett.

I know,” says Edith. “I’ve been
working in his office for nearly two
onths now, trying to get him to
Jook at it, and he simply glares. To-
day he threatened to discharge me if
I mentioned it again. He would, too.
So we'll just have to make  him
1isten.”
“Eh?" says I, lookin' at her curi-
ous.
“He's
“alone."”

“What then?’ says I.

“lI have a plan” says she. “But I
need help. I wonder, professor, if—
it ‘séou wuuldn'i lend a hand.”

“Sure,” says I. “I'd.do almost any-
g bt‘h":n.ldmurderﬁ to  put o:e

n at old grouch. W o

plot of the piece?”’ o
But, say, for a meek-looking little
wisp like her, it was some scheme
to think up. BShe sketches it out
though, like it wasn't anything ouf
of the ordinary. I'll admit she had
;ne gawpin'.h Ash!otheunett. he fair-
y gasps when he hear -
sition. s
“Why, Edith!” he protests.

“It's either that or allow you to

up there now,” says she,

sweep floors,” says she. “What do
you say, professor; will you help?”
“I can't back out now,” mays I, “To

;n:k.?:t. thodroll::‘tr;.ehbt okr it, though, I
o] we' eller ta

S e Swifty Joe
“Then come,” says the little lagy.
Say, she was clear grit. she was.
She led the tiptoein’ procession up
the stairs, and then, leavin’ Bennett
in the outside office, she opens the
inside door gentle and makes the
rush. Igetore he knew: what was
happenin’, too, she had that handker.
chief around Siebert's eyes and had

tied it scientific ju
S0t 15t buk:l st under his bald

Course, the old boy letas o -
low and begins thrashin’ aro?:tn: tl:ietlh
his arms, but Swifty and I were right
behind her, each with .a couple of
towels, and in no time at a]] we had
his wrists and ankles anchored to
different parts of the desk chair
Honest, he looks like Houdin{ fixed up
up for one of his acts, only Sol. Sie-
bert has too many stiff joints to
wriggle out of the knots.

“Ugh*" says he, settlin' back after
a final tug. *“You got me. But I
don’'t keep much money by me and 1
carry burglar insurance. Go on, you
Yeggs."”

“Excuse me, Mr. Siebert,”” savs

Edith, "“but you're not going to be
robbed. It's only Miss Sheldon.”
‘“Wha-a-a-at!"” he bellows. “You?
What do you mean by this?”
‘“Simply that T want you to listen
to that play I've been telling you
about,” says she. “I have the author
here and he——"

‘‘Help! Murder!” howls Slebert,
strugglin® again to break loose.
“Shut the doors, Bennett,” gays

Edith. “And really, Mr. Siebert, there's
no use making such a fuss. Nearly
every one has left the building. Shout
if you wish, though. We'll wait unti]
you're through.” '

“I'Il—I'll have you jailed for this!"

he growls.
“Possibly,”” say§y Edith, calm and
soothin’. ‘“'But you're goilng to hear

Mr. Blair read his play first, so you
might as well make up your mind te
that.”

“I must he at the theater by §
o'clock.” he insista.

“That's more than three hours from
now,” saye she, “and Mr, Blair is
quite a fast reader.”

“He can't read anything
ever,” says Siebert.

“How sllly of you,” says
#You can't help yourself.”

“Gr-r-r-r!" says Siebert.
\"“That doesn't frighten me In the

yst,” says Edith. “I’ve heard that
g+>wl & dozen times a day for the last
elght weeks. Are you quite through?

"“No,” says Siebert.

‘Very well,” says she.. “We can
wait, can't we, Bennett?"

So while Swifty and I slips into the
outer office and watches, chucklin’,
Slebert fusses and fumes in the chair.

“I'll be late at the theater, I tell
you,” he snarls.

“Not if you quiet down and pre-
pare to listen to the best comedy
written in years,” says Edith,

‘‘Bah!” snorts Siebert.

But inside of three minutes he's
changed his mind. “Let's hear the
drivel and get it over with,” says he.

“Come, Bennett,” announces Edith.

to me,

Edith.

THE RAMBLER WRITES SECOND ARTICLE

OF HIS

An Early Discussion
in the House of
Representatives
Regarding a Dam
and Causeway.
Something More
About the Will of
George Mason.
First Reference in
Maryland Records
to Analostan Island.

N this chapter of the history of
Analostan Island it is meant to
finish that part of the story
which treats of the wills and be-

quests of George Mason and his sons
to turn to the original grant of the
island and to take up the subject of
the dam and causeway between the
island and the Virginia shore, the
rocky relic of which causeway you
see at low tide today. The story of
that dam should be of interest. First,
there is a petition to Congress signed
by mearly all the property holders of
Georgetown at that time, which was
1804; then, there was the discussion

of the measure in the House of Repre-
sentatives, and there was the deed
from John Mason, owner of the island,
to the corporation of Georgetown.
The Rambler has not found the peti-
tion and would like it only for the
list of signers. The discussion in the
House of Representatives brings out
plainPy the contents of the petition.
The deed from John Mason, which is
of record in the office of the recorder
of deeds, gives information about
quarries on the Virginia shore and a
new town on and below the site of
Rosslyn at the time the deed was
paased, which was 1805.

The discussion in the House of Rep-
resentatives shows what a muddle a
plain proposition may be talked into.
The dam and causeway were dis-
cussed with heat and passion for
days. Some members spoke in & com-
mon sense way and the vote showed
that a large majority understood that
the dam was intended te benefit a
great many persons and could not do
injury to any one. Bome of the con-
gressional disputants thought it was
one of the most momentous questions
that had come before the Congress of
the United States.

* % *x *

The question was whether the United
States, Maryland or Virginia had juris-
diction over the Potomac river, and this
question was fought over with hours of
rhetoric. Another phase of the ques-
tion was, Whether Maryland and Vir-
ginia, in ceding ten miles square of their
domain to the United States, had sur-
rendered their sovereignty over the Po-

tomac river within the ten-mile square,
and if they had surrendered such sover-
eignty had they the right to, or could
they do so? John Randolph and many
others insisted that Virginia had sover-
elgn rights over “Little river’” between
the island and the shore.*and that
the citizens of Georgetown and the
Congress of the United States had
nothing to do with It. Some insisted
that the dam and causeway from the
island to shore, designed to deepen
the channel of the Potomac, consti-
tuted an obstruction to navigation.
One strange feature In all this dis-
turbance is that outsde of the House
of Representatives there did not ap-
pear to be a soul in the District, Mary-
land or Virginia who felt or .express-
ed any opposition to the bullding of
the dam. The only man who might
be injured was Gen. John Mason, who
owned the island and the Virginia
shore, and he was an advocate of
the plan.

Some members of the House of Rep-
resentatives seemed to bear a grudge
against the citizens of Georgetown,
because it seems that when the Po-
tomac Great bridge, which we came
to know as the Long bridge, was be-
fore Congress in 1803 and 1804 cer-
tain Georgetown citizens had made
representation to Congress that the
bridge would be an obatruction to
navigation. And it was. A goodly
proportion of the speakers against
the dam and causeway project sneer-
ed at the people of Georgetown for
bringing such matters to Congress
and trespassing upon the time of the
representatives of the people, etc.,
and others responded that as the
Constitution gave Congftess exclu-
sive control over the District, and as
these people had no self-representa-
tion, they could go nowhere else than
to Congress for relief. And so the
war waged between master-minded
representatives of the people over
that poor little old dam, whose scat-
tered rocks now lie between the is-
land and the Rosslyn shore. But the
subject of the Analostan dam and
causeway will be fully treated later
on In this chapter, if we can come
to it, and if not, it will be continued
in our next.

The Rambler left off last Sunday
in that part of George Mason's wiil

at Seven Thirty' now. And I'm sure
he's going to like it very much. Here's
a chair for you, right in front of
him. There!"”

“Say."” Swifty whispers husky in my
ear. “we ain't tied, are we?"

“Happy thought,” says I, and we
slips out to the stairs and down to
our own floor.

“What'll she do, I wonder,”
Swifty, “when he's heard it all?"

“Maybe it'll be worth being late to
dinner ourselves to know,” says 1.
“Eh?

Swifty agrees that it would, so we
camps down to walt. But it was
quite a siege. Three times Swifty
sneaks up and listens in. The first
time he has nothing to report, except
that the old boy is just breathin’
heavy. The second time his bulletin
is more excitin’.

“Whaddye know!” says he. ‘“Heé's
havin' him go over part of it again.”

Later on Swifty comes down with
a grin on his face. “Say, Shorty,” he
remarks, “there’s some good gags in
that piece. 1 heard one that was
about a—no, 1 can't just get it. But
it was comic, all right. Old Seibert
let out a chuckle himself."”

“Huh!" says 1. "He's gof nothing
else to do. Wait until he gets loose,
though.”

It got to be 6 o'clock, however, and
no action. Then half-past, and still
no riot. Must have been near quarter
of 7 when we finally hears heavy foot-
steps on the stairs, and with the
studio door open a crack we stretched
Our ears.,

*“Well, you're a palr of highbinders,”
Slebert is sayin’, “but you've got a
comedy there, Mr. Blair. Yes, yes,
I'll put it on. T've got to, to be safe.
Next time this young woman might
take it into her head to chloroform
me. Now let's go somewhere for a
bite to eat and I'll zive you a chéck
for %500 in advance.”

“0Oh, you dear man!” T hears Edith
murmur, gurgly, and as they passed
tha door she was steerin’ Bennett's
hand around her waist.

“Don’t look, Swifty,” says I, “you
might blush.”

“Ahr-chee! says BEwifty. “T've seen
enough. She's lifted the shadow off
the door; that's all T care.’

“She's lifted the shadow off mere'n
the door,” says I

says

“Mr. Siebert will hear your ‘Dinner

4Conyright, AL, 1w Sewell ¥ord.)
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FAIRFAX COURTHOUSE.

ISTORY OF ANALOSTAN ISLAND

. - : i

where the testator recommended to
his sons that they should prefer the
happiness and independence of pri-
vate life Lo the troubles and vexa-
tions of public business, After that
paragraph he writes:

I release and remit to my brother, Thomson

Mason, and his heirs & certain debt of 310
pounds 4 shillings and 5% penece sterling, and
8 pounds 12 xiillings and 4 pence curreney
due me on account of money advanced for him
miany yenrs ago, while he was in England, for
which it was mever my intention to make him
answerable as will appear by my entry in my
own lLandwriting annexed to the account in
my book. . .
The testator eaid that Brother

Thomson Mason was further indebted
to him for a considerable sum on
account of a protestgd bill of ex-
change and a bond paid for him to
Mr. Bronaugh's estate, and he directs
his executors not to sue for the re-
covery of that debt. He leaves 40
shillings to Mrs. Heath, wife of
Thomas Heath of Stafford county,
“in first cost- of goods, a year, during
her life, to be laid out for her in
necessaries . for her own particular
use; and Jif her son, Mr. Richard

Hewitt, “my old school fellow and
acquaintance from my childhood
days. should unfortunately be re-

duced to necessitous circumstances,
I desire and direct my executors to
supply him with necessaries for his sup-
port and maintenance from my estate.

* % k %

Mason left mourning rings to the
value of 3 gfiineas each to John Mon-
cure, Rev. Mr, James Scott, Rev. Mr.
John West Jun and the Rev. Mr. Lee
Massey. He bequeathed =a suit of
mourning to his cousin, Miss Bro-
naugh, and one to Martin Cockburn.

The will of Gen. John Mason, who

inherited Analostan Island from
George Mason, was made June 14,
1847, and probated April 16, 1859.

It is of record in the clerk’'s office

of the court of Fairfax county and
in our own recorder's office. He
makes no meption of Analostan

Island and the inference the Rambler
draws is that the island had passed
from his possession many yearg be-
fore that. 'The Rambler has heard
that there was a deed of trust from
Mason to the branch bank of the
United States, and it is likely that
the island passed out of the owner-
ship of John Mason by the familiar
route of trustee's sale.

Gen. John Mason, in his will, calls
himself *“John Mason of Clermont,
Fairfax county,” and a plcture of
Clermont should embellish the page,
but the Rambler has not been to
that farm. Mason bequeaths all his
property to “his wife, his daughter,
Catherine, and his sons, James M.
Mason and Eilbeck Mason. That
James M. Mason was Senator Mason,
one of the figures in the Mason-Sli-
dell-Trent-San Jacinto-Wilkes affair
that threatened war between the
United States and Great Britain, and
James M. Mason will find a place in
these little annals as the Analostan
articles proceed. The will of Gen.
John Mason was probated by James
M. Mason, whose identification was
proved by the oaths of R. C. Mason
and George W. Hunter. To his daugh-

ter Catherine, John Mason left a
slave, Henry, and to his wife, a
slave, Alice, and the children of

Henry and Alice, Sallie, Jen, Enoch
and an unnamed infant.

The will of Thomson Mason, son
of George, was dated April 15, 1797,
and probated in 1826, the witnesses
to it being John Mason, Abediah Gar-
nett, Samuel Lightfoot, David John-
ston and Willlam Griffith. Thomson
Mason describes himself as of Hollin
Hall., Fairfax county. He bequeathes
to his beloved wife, Sarah MeCarty
Mason, during her life the mansion
house, called Hollin Hall, and the
land contiguous contained in the pat-
ents to Thomas Stafford and Thomas
Standiford, “and repatented by my
father, Col. George Mason.” He enu-
merates the property left him by his
father, and these old place-names and
namena of perSons wWere given by the
Rambler in telling the provisions of
the will of George Mason of Gunston.
He leaves to his wife the slaves, Jes-
sie, Charles and Bob, sons of Old Let;
Cupid Will, son of Old Celia; Old Let,
0ld Delia, Phillis, Mulatto Let, Oid
Nell and her daughter Nell, Black
Poll, Nan, daughter of Old Delia.
Pamela: Allce, Hobin and James and
Jeasie, the sons of Jennie. He also
leaves to his wife “the black mare I
bought of Baldwin Dade.” He men-
tions certain slaves whom he be-
queathes to his ' daughters, Sarah
Chichester Mason, Elizabeth Mason
and Ann Eilbeck Mason. To his son,
Thomson Mason, he leaves his gold
watch, confirms to him slaves given
him by his grandfather, Richard
Chichester, and confirms to him the
gift of a silver beaker given him
by his grandfather, George Mason of
Gunston Hall. He makes various be-
quests to his sons, George William
Mason, William Mason and Richard
Chichester Mason.
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The will of James M. Mason, United
States senator and Confederate en-
voy to Great Britain, was dated De-
cember 21, 1869, and probated at the
court of Fairfax county in 1871. He
describes himself as of Clarens, Fair-
fax county, and the Rambler believes
that Clarens is somewhere west of
Alexandria in the vicinity of the
Episcopal Seminary, but that is to be
determined later. James M. Mason
leaves Clarens “to my dear and ex-
cellent wife and to my two daughters,
Virginia Mason and Eliza (called
Ida) Mason,” His professional and
political books he leaves to his sons,
George Mason and James Mason. To
his son John he leaves *“such part
of my miscellaneous library (not ex-
ceeding one-third), as he shall select.
In a codicil he leaves to his son
George ‘“the silver bowl, ladle and
stand, called ‘the Gunston punch
bowl,” and the writing traveling case,
called a ‘dispatch box,” given me by
Alexander Collie of London, England.”
To son James he leaves “the gold
snuff box, given me by A. T. B. Bares-
ford and Lady Mildred Baresford
Hope of England, and one of my Colt's
revolver pistols; to my son John, my
platina snuff box and aneroid baro-
meter., given me by Lady Mildred
Baresford Hope; to daughter Virginla
my gold pencil case having the crest,
and to my daughter Ida the pencil
cagse of aluminum metal, given me by
Lady Donoughmore of England.” Con-
cluding the will, the testator writea:

“To my daughter, Mrs. Dorsey (Kath-
arine) (having noy Pml;ut! me=

mento laft), T give a mourning ring
at her election of the value of §25.”

These old wills are all among the
records of Fairfax county, and it was
through the aid of ¥F. W. Richard-
son, clerk of the court, that the Ram-
bler was e¢nabled to make extracts
from them. Mr. Richardson has been
clerk of the Fairfax court since 1580
and his father, the late F. D. Richard-
son, was clerk of that court from
1830 to 18%0. F. W. Richardson's son,
F. D. Richardson, named after his
grandfather, is a practicing attorney
in the county.

The first reference in the Maryland
records to Analostan Island, by that
name or any other s found in a grant
issued “by ye Right Honorable Lord
Proprietary Esquire,” July 21, 1650,
This ancient paper was turned over
to the Rambler by Commissioner
James S. Shepherd of the Maryland
land office at Annapolis; Arthur Trad-
¢r, the chlef clerk, and Edward
Phelps, one of the antiquarians of
that office. The Rambler copied it as
follows: L

“In obedience to a warrant from Hi=s
Lordship bearing date of the 21st of
July, 1680, granted unto Captain Ran-
dolph Brandt of Charles County upon
a petition of the aforesaid in humble
manner, certifies that Richard Edelin,
deputy surveyor for St. Mary's City
under the Honorable Vincents (?)
Lowe, Esquire, surveyor genera] of
this Province, and in reference to a
warrant granted the said Brandt bear-
ing date of the 27th day of April last
past for 200 acres of land, have laid
out for the said Brandt one certain
parcell of land being an Island lyving
in the Patomack River near the falls
of said river over against Rock Creek
in Charles County commonly called
or known by the name of the Anna-
lostian Island containing by estimate
75 acres more or less to be holden of
Zackiah Mannor called Barbadoes.
Certified this 29th day of April Anno
Domini 1682. (signed) RICHARD
EDELIN.”
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Why this island should be *“holden
of Zackiah Mannor,” the Rambler
cannot yet fathom. Zackiah Manor
was created in 1667, and included
Zackiah swamp, at the head of the
Wicomico river. Brandt was not the
grantee of that manor. Why the old
grant should read “Zachia Mannor
called Barbadoes” is another nut. The
grant to Zackiah Manor does not men-
tion it by any other name. However,
this may be cleared up later. At some
time the island of Analostan was
called Barbadoes. George Mason, in
his will written in 1773, says that he
leaves “my Island in the Patomack
River opposite the mouth of Rock
Creek which I had under a patent
from the Lord Proprietary of Mary-
land by the name of Barbadoes,” to
his son, John Mason. Mason's patent
was probably a repatent to that
island, and he chose the name Barba-
does for some reason we do not know.

There was to the Rambler's
knowledge at least one ownership
of the island between Brandt's pat-
ent and the birth of George Mason,
and the record of that ownership is
in the courthouse at Marlboro and
will be brought out in due course.
It may be that the second, or subse-
quent, owners intervening between
Brandt and Mason named the island
Barbadoes, but we will get to that
before we get through.

There is something about this name
Barbadoes in its relation to the Dis-

[ trict of Columbia which is confusing.

This confusion, no doubt, arises from
the fact that not all the papers in
the case of Barbadoes have been
preserved. A grant of 5,300 acres
was made to <Col. Henry Darnall
October 7, 1684, and he named it Bar-
badoes. That tract was on the west
side of the Eastern branch and could
not have extended as far west as
Agalostan lsland, because tracts pat-
ented at an earlier date, Pope's
patent, called “Rome,” on which the
Capito]l stands, and Ninian Beall's
patent, called Beall's Levels, on
which The Star bullding stands, in-
tervened and antedated Barbadoes.
Brandt’'s patent was certifiled two
years before Darnall’'s patent of Bar-
badoes. Barbadoes was on the west-
ern side of the Eastern branch and
called for 5,200 acres. If the Ram-
bler remembers, 640 acres make a
square mile, and there were then
more than eight square miles of land
in that patent of Barbadoes. That
grant clearly lay along the Eastern

ranch, probably underlying Cottage
Hill, old Graceland cemetery, Mount
Hamilton, Mount Olivet cemestery,
Mount Lincoln and on to Bladens-
ourg, - but in that district are some
other very old grants, one being
Scotland, which sounds like a Ninian
Beall grant, and there were early
grants to the Queen and Fenwick
families in that region. But what
would life be worth if we didn’t have
some problems now and then to give
us pause?
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In the land office at Annapolis is
one record that Isazars (?) Evans of
Calvert county had bought 250 acres
from Col. Henry Darnall, being part
of 5,200 acres granted to the said Col.
Henry Darnall the 7th day of Ooto-
ber, 1684. To Evans Is transferred
“all that tract and part of land call-
ed Barbadoes, lying in Charles county

on the western shore of the Eastern
branch of the Potomac river, begin-
ning at a marked white cak for the
length of 500 perches to marked oak
then northeast for a length of &0
perches, to marked hickory, then
south southeast 500 perches to mark-
ed poplar, then in a straight line to
the first bounded tree.”

Considerably later & man buys 103
acres, which is set forth as “all that
tract of land called Barbadoes.” In
the Maryland land office is this old
paper, bearing date of April 12, 1714:

“By virtue of a warrant granted
unto James Moore of Prince Georges
county for 103 acres of land dated
the 14th day of October, 1713, I have
surveyed for the said Moore all that
tract of land called Barbadoes lying
in the said county on the west side
of the north branch of the Eastern
branch of Patémack river, bounded as
follows: Beginning at two bounded
black oaks and two bounded poplars
standing on the said branch side’”
ptc. eta, “containing as laid out
about 150 acres of land more or less,
to hold of the manor of Calverton.”
(Signed) Clement Hill, surveyor for
Prince George county. “The north
branch of the Eastern branch"” was
not doubt what we know as North-
west branch, and the part of Bar-
badoes surveyed for James Moore
in 1714 would seem to underly the
part of Brentwood-Mount Rainler
neighborhood.

Famous Swords Contained
in National Museum Exhibit

UNDREDS of swords carried by
Americans of military fame
rest in the National Museum,

and they are among the at-

tractions that hold the attention of
visitors. They are among the ex-
hibits which strangers come upon
on entering the old museum building
through the main entrance. The
awords are exhibited in connection
with thousands of other relics of
gallant men, but they gleam in the
big glass cases in a way that makes
them especially conspicuous.

From the opening until the clos-
ing of the doors of the great museum
a group of persons may be found
around the relics of Gen. U. S. Grant.
Here are a number of swords, most
of them of magnificent workman-
ship. One is the sword of Donelson,
which was presented to Grant in
1861 at Galena, Ill., by G. W. Gra-
ham, €. March, C. W. Lagow and
John Cook. It is a straight blade
and Is the sword which Grant usu-
ally in th: ﬂeld.osgo]a‘;“ch

rord of Chattano

ga;h;rg:e?ned to Grant by the citi-
zens of Jo Daviess county, Iil,. On
one part of its shining surface is
inscribed, “To the hero of Missis-
sippi,” and on it are also inscribed
name's of various battles of the
Mexican war in which Grant took
part, and also some of the great ac-
tions of the civil war. Next to it
is a magnificent sword called “the
New York sword.” It was presented
to Grant by his friends, through the
Metropolitan Fair in aid the
United States sanitary commission
at New York, April 23, 1864. An-
other sword is called “the Spanish
sword,” and the legend attached to
it says that it was presented to
Grant in 1876 “by the Spanish re-
public.” In an adjacent case is a
service sword “carried by Gen. Fred-
erick D. Grant throughout the war
with Spain, the Porto Rico cam-
paign in 1898, the Philippine cam-
paign of 1898 and the Philippine in-
surrection, 1899-1903."

The swords of Gen. George B. Mc-
Clellan are there. Among them is a
dress sword presented to him in rec-
ognition of his services in the Mex-
fcan war. There is the service sword
which McClellan carried through the
civil war. Among the number of
interesting McClellan swords is one
that was presented to him by the citi-
zens of Boston In 1864.

Gen. William Tecumseh BSherman
is represented by his service sword
which he carried in the Shiloh cam-~

paign, and by =a gold-mounted
jeweled sword presented to him in
recognition of his service in the bgt-
tle of Shiloh. Gen. Judson Kilpat-
rick is represented by several swarés.
Two of them are particularly p-
orate, one having been presented Ly
the Fire Zouaves of New York aity
in 1864 and the other by the officers
of the 3d Cavalry Division, Military
Division of the Mississippi, n 1869.

A very beautiful sword is that
which belonged to Gen, Hancock, and
which was presented to him by the
69th Regiment, New York Nationa:
Guard, at the Yorktown centennial, 'n
1881. His plain service sword is -
side it.

No sword in the collection is mgre
beautiful or more brilliant with dma-
monds and gold than that presented
to Admiral John W. Philip by the
school children of Texas, through
dime contributions. It is easy to re-
call that Admiral Philip commanded
the old battleship Texas in the rup~
ning fight with Cervera's fleet.

Among the relics of Admiral Schlgy,
are a gold-mounted sword presentgd
to him in 1899 as past regent of Far-
ragut Council, 660, by the councils
and members of the Royal Arcanum;
his naval service Bword; a gold-
mounted aword presented by Jacques
de Molay Commandery, No. 5, hts
Templar of Fort Smith, Ark., a
gold-mounted sword presented by the
people of Pennsylvania after the Span-
ish war.

Among the swords are thoses that
belonged to Commodore Stephen De-
catur, Gen. Alexander Macomb, Gen.
Rufus King, Gen. James Shields, Gen,
George W. Morgan, Gen. James
aye McPherson, Gen. Gabriel Ren
Paul, Gen. Augustin G.

William Hen
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Gen.
ry Browne, Gen.
Vincent (killed at Gettysburg), Rear
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Admiral Charles Wilkes, -
miral Rob;rt W. Bchufeldt, Col. John
B. er

Hosley, Capt, Willlam B. Shubrick of
the Navy, ., Johna Porter Hatech,
Lieut. J. Ord (killed at S8an
Juan Hill), Lieut Jonathan Cilley,

Capt. James T. Ord, Lieut. Charles
R. Carville, Col. Emeric Szabad, Gen.
John A. Halderman, Gen. Marcus La
Rue Harrison, Lieut, Samuel Howard
and Capt. Charles O. Collins.

In one of the relic cases is a small
gold buckle, about one inch wide and
an inch and a quarter long,
about six inches of narrow black rib-
bon through it, the ribbon em-
broidered with blue violets. for-
get-me-nots’ and olive green leaves.
It is a gold watch guard and giide
owned by Gen. Phil
gu:.: by him in 1 , Wwhen
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